Wisdom and Destiny

The thought that can travel scornfully
over the heads of that great silent throng
without recognising its myriad brothers
and sisters that are slumbering there in its
midst, is only too often merely a sterile,
vicious dream. We do well to remind
ourselves at times that the spiritual, no
less than the physical, atmosphere de-
mands more nitrogen than oxygen for
the air to be breathed by man.

It need not: surprise us that thinkers
like Balzac should have loved to dwell
on these humble lives. Eternal sameness
runs through them, and yet does each
century mark profoundcst change in the
atmosphere that enwraps them. The sky
above has altered, but these simple lives
have ever the self-same gestures; and it

is these unchanging gestures that tell of
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